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"Her Christmas Wish" 25 CENTS
T H E F L A M I N G O
ANTOINE LAURENT LAVOISIER
1743-1794
Born in Paris, son of a. wealthy
tradesman. As a student won
& prize for an essay on lighting
the streets of Paris. Held vari-
ous Government posts. A mar-
tyr of the Reign of Terror.
Founder of modern chemistry.
This is the mark of the
General Electric Com-
pany, an organization
of 100,000 men and
women engaged in pro-
ducing the tools by
which electrici ty-
man's great servant-
is making the world a
better place to live in.
"The Republic has no need for savants,"
sneered a tool of Robespierre as he sent
Lavoisier, founder of modern chemistry, to
the guillotine. A century later the French
Government collected all the scientific
studies of this great citizen of Paris and
published them, that the record of his re-
searches might be preserved for all time.
Lavoisier showed the errors of the theory
of phlogiston—that hypothetical, material
substance which was believed to be an ele-
ment of all combustible compounds and to
produce fire when liberated. He proved
fire to be the union of other elements with
a gas which he named oxygen.
Lavoisier's work goes on. In the Research
Laboratories of the General Electric Com-
pany the determination of the effects of
atmospheric air on lamp filaments, on metals
and on delicate instruments is possible be-
cause of the discoveries of Lavoisier and
his contemporaries.
Sure"HE"likesChristmas
—especially -when his gifts are select-
ed from Hermann's—the store of hun-
dreds of gifts for men and boys.
Women buy Men's Gifts from Hermann's for their
style and quality.
THE CLOTHIER
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AMBULANCE SERVICE
Lyon Breathing Machine for free use to Public
when needed
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Greek Maid Elastic Girdles and Corsets
B. & J. Brassieres
by their comfortable lines and durability meet
every requirement of the college girl.
You owe it to yourself to keep your girlish figure.
Let us show you our models
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Surplus $10,000 Capital $50,000
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GREAT PRICE SAVING g£
tory of its kind in the world by our money B<
act to you from the
iving methods.
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notice it while you enjoy the use of this wonderful machine.
FREE BOOK OF FACTS|
system of rebuilding typewriters and also V£
about the typewriter industry bo thinstructiv
tplaining Shipman
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"VTO man who smokes
^ LUCKYSTRIKESever
feels that he has smoked too
much. He is satisfied but
never sated.
He finds that the Toasted
Process produces a flavor
mild enough to be continu-
ously enjoyed.
He doesn't have to debate
whether or not he ought to
have another one, because he
knows from experience that
even if, in his private opinion,
he sometimes smokes too
many, he never has the sense
of having smoked too much.
&/J Guaranteed \y
CHANGE TO THE BRAND
THAT NEVER CHANGES
"Make Your Christmas Beautiful"
Make everybody happy with some practical and attractive gift, selected
from our big display of Christmas gifts. There are gifts for Dad, Mother,
Sister, Brother, Sweetheart and the tiny Tot.
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T H E F L A M I N G O
QEORQE PIATT
Dean
T H E F L A M I N G O
A Humorous and Literary Magazine of Denison University, Granville, Ohio.
CHRISTMAS EVE
It was Christmas Eve in Green-
wich Village at the sign of the
Pig and Whistle. It was crowd-
ed, and the air was blue with
smoke and sharp with the smell of
coffee. Yet the thicker the air
the sharper cut and more hair-
splitting the discussions, especial-
ly at the table by the far window
where a group of five men were
arranged four against one in ani-
mated argument. They were all
hotly advocating the new Tchizt
school of straight line impression-
ism and rallying rather earnestly
their opponent, who still clung to
the ancient doctrine that the
curve is the line of beauty. The
enemy was much older, perhaps
thirty-three; he was known in the
Village as the Rebel—perhaps be-
cause his name, Tell, was sug-
gestive of the Swiss patriot; more
probably because he was intoler-
ant of any and all domination,
even of intolerance itself.
A good-natured laugh from
the vanquished followed him as
he turned to thread his way be-
tween the tables, now and then
stopping to answer long-distance
greetings, or pay back a hilarious
sally. In the shadows he almost
passed by without noticing the
slight figure waiting in the shelt-
er of the area-way. But he heard
his name spoken in a soft, low
voice with a decided accent, and
turned to see a lanky lad of four-
teen years standing beside him,
cap held respectfully under one
arm, his shaggy thatch already
gleaming with rain.
"^Hello! That you, Whiz?"
"Yes, suh. May I walk with
you, suh?"
"Sure thing. Were you waiting
for me?" asked Tell abruptly,
turning quickly to look at his
companion.
Witchell Ames' freckled face
sobered suddenly, and for the
fraction of a second he hesitated
before answering.
"I reckon notApuh—not exactly.
I came to bring \Mary Lee and I
was sorta dawolmg heah to make
suah she got ̂ safely thru that
crowd of rubbaH-necks, suh."
"Oh, I see.V - - Mlhiz, you're
a rare brother. Is otWie in a hun-
dred would h ive thp«ght to do












iron railings. Tell spoke age
"You ought to, you know,
Whiz. She's the finest sister that
ever was. I can say that without
hesitation for I never had one
myself." And on a sudden im-
pulse, one of those rare impulses
which he as rarely followed, he
took the lad's thin arm in his.
"Yes, suh. But that's just the
trouble, suh."
"Just what's the difficulty,
Whiz?"
"Well, the question is, suh—
would a gentleman be justified in
making off with a bit of lady's
personal property—something she
wouldn't mind selling, you under-
stand, but without her knowing
it or telling him he could,—so she
could,—well—p'raps enjoy Christ-
mas a little more?"
A slight pause. Then Witchell,
anxiously:
"It's—it's stealing isn't it, Mis-
tah Tell ?"
Several moments passed before
the man answered. Not that he
needed time to decide the ques-
tion. It had decided itself while
he listened to the carefully im-
personal but to him obvious prob-
lem. He was merely wondering
why Fate dealt some square
players such a rotten hand.
"Yes, I guess it is, Whiz. Most
people would call it that anyway.
But in the case of a gentleman
concerned for a lady's happiness
I should prefer to call it 'unau-
thorized appropriation.' "
"Yes, suh, so should I. I'm
so glad you think so, tho, because
that's just what I've done."
Tell chuckled. "So !—the mis-
chief's already committed, is it?
And now I suppose you want me
to harbor the stolen goods until
the danger of discovery is passed,
—eh, Whiz?"
Witchell laughed good-natur-
edly. "Not exactly, suh. But I
suah would like your advice about
disposing of 'em—unless you-all
would be 'criminally implicating'
yourself."
"Can't tell till I see the goods,
Whiz. Come up and let's have a
look at them."
"Thank you, suh."
But as Tell followed his guest
into the light he forgot entirely
the present errand in thinking of
the boy himself.
Tell could well believe the odd
history of his life that by now was
well known in certain picked cir-
cles. He had been living in the
Village now for six years, but he
(Continued on page 11)
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We pray that Time will ever greet thee
As Denison the kind and strong,
Fame—honor—and success e'er meet thee,
And history thy praise prolong.
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CHRISTMAS EVE
(Continued from page 9)
was a Southerner, the only son of
an old Virginia family by his
father's second marriage. His
mother had died at his birth leav-
ing only his half-sister, Mary Lee,
then a girl of twenty, to care for
him, for Mr. Ames was too bur-
ied in his grief to think even of
his son. Mary Lee's own girl-
hood had been motherless and
lonely, the carefully regular rou-
tine of governesses and tutors
that a wealthy, abstracted father
is likely to provide for his only
child in such circumstances. Con-
trary to tradition, therefore, she
had been wild with delight at the
prospect of acquiring a step-
mother. For this one was a wo-
man much older than she, who
had lived near her and been her
soundest counselor and comfort-
er for many years. What her
feelings must have been then, af-
ter two short years, to know her-
self again motherless, Tell could
only imagine. In the whole house-
hold she seemed the only one
who cared especially whether
Witchell lived or died. For the
old housekeeper and her staff had
always covertly disapproved of
Mr. Ames' second marriage. Per-
haps this acted as an unusual
stimulant to her natural affection
and craving for companionship.
At any rate she appointed herself
Witchell's jealous guardian. And
when, as a result of his own pro-
tracted neglect and utter indiffer-
ence to living, Mr. Ames' financial
affairs collapsed, Mary stayed on
in the old home, now fast falling
into dilapidation, her father's
chief comfort and the real head of
the house.
Her early girlhood had been too
carefully secluded to admit of
many friendships with young peo-
ple of her own age. And in the
brief two years between her step-
mother's .advent and death Mary
Lee had been too happy revelling
in the new life of her father's
home to think about one of her
own. And since Witchell's birth
she had devoted herself heart and
soul to caring for him and her
father until there had been no
time to think of marrying.
Even at that there had been op-
portunities,—plenty of them, sons
of Virginia's oldest and most dis-
tinguished families, with a few
rivals from further north (with
credentials ready at hand) who
had wanted her to marry them.
Some of them had persisted long,
and ardently but in the end none
of them had had quite the cour-
age to accept her terms,—to let
her stay on caring for her father
until his death, and permit her
thereafter to keep Witchell with
her. Perhaps from her suitors'
standpoint she had been a little
heartless about it—the very
young are likely to be. But Mary
Lee was not without heart her-
self,—a sensitive, loving heart
eager for realized dreams. But it
was coupled with a ruthless sense
of duty and a determination to
spend herself in the service of
others that was absolutely im-
movable. She alone knew what
suffering the unhappy combina-
tion had cost her,—for the victory
over self once achieved didn't
stay won. No, it was like a pris-
oner, only waiting for some un-
guarded moment to mutiny and
force her to cut old wounds afresh
in her effort to down it.
Perhaps after all, when her
father died in Witchell's eighth
year, she hadn't been entirely sor-
ry to leave the old home in Vir-
ginia. Yet from the standpoint of
her own happiness, New York had
been simply a move to another
prison. It meant that from that
time on she must put definitely
behind her all hopes for herself,
or for any other love than Witch-
ell's. This he certainly lavished
upon her, and in it she grew radi-
ant, too absorbed in the business
of making money for both of
them and educating him properly
to realize her decision as in any
way a resignation. And before
long the business of being an ar-
tist,—painting water-colors, min-
iatures, gift cards, anything that
offered,—began to fascinate her
and absorb whatever energy and
interest was left from her devo-
tion to Witchell and whatever
other needy ones the Village had
to offer. These of course were
legion.
Tell himself could never decide
how he had learned all this. He
never pried. Indeed he had a re-
putation for being impenetrable
and indifferent to society, tho he
moved in it a lot. Everyone who
brought his troubles to the artist
did so under impression that he
was the only one who knew the
real Tell, under the satirical and
bantering smile. And Tell let
them think so,—not from a de-
sire to deceive, but from sheer
necessity. It was not only his
business to study people , as an
artist,—but it was the passion of
his life, outside the studio even
more than in. So it had been with
Ames, quietly reticent as they
were. And they never knew that
he did really know.
Of course he could see well
enough what Whiz wanted now,
—-the shy, proud kid! The mar-
ket for small artists' work
slumped regularly every Christ-
mas. Gift cards were a help as
pot-boilers but they were not
enough: And Mary Lee was too
proud to ask help or even favors
from her fellow-artists, well as
she knew them and well as they
liked her.
With a start, Tell realized that
Witchell was speaking to him—•
and came out of his reverie to
find himself in his own big, clut-
tered studio, and to see the boy
opening up a shabby little port-
folio that he had been carrying
under his coat, and lifting from
it carefully, one by one, water-
colors, etchings, even a few min-
iatures which he spread out on
the table.
"Heah they are, Mr. Tell, suh.
'Scuse mah hurrying so. Mary
Lee's likely to come home any
minute now."
"So soon?"
"Yes, suh. She's only going to
stay at the ball till ten-thirty—
for the benefit-booth, you know.
Correy'll bring her home. We—
we always go to the service at
St. Andrew's together, suh, on
Christmas eve."
"I see. And you're afraid she'll
come over to find you if you're
not home?"
"I'm suah she will, suh. So if
you wouldn't mind looking at
these sketches and giving me a
bit of advice about disposing of
them—
But he never finished the sent-
ence, for Tell suddenly exclaimed
with surprise and seizing a small
etching from the miscellaneous
array before him demanded:
"Did Mary Lee do that?"
Witchell nodded soberly. It
was a little thing, not more than
six by eight inches, done with
crude tools and finished on rough
paper, showing only the head of
a white-haired man. But among
a dozen or so delicate, mediocre
water-sketches and purely con-
ventional miniatures it stood out
in bold contrast, unfinished, only
a promise,—but imbued with life.
"First hand, eh?—I mean, from
real l i fe? - - - I knew it." And
turning away he muttered half to
himself "Why in thunder doesn't
she do some more like it and drop
these pot-boilers?"
* (Continued on page 19)
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Awgawan!
Youa sweet, youa dea,
Youa virtues ah extensive.
But, dawlin, listen hea,




There is a lonesome river in my
heart,
Flowing along midst sunlit fields
and fair.
I know not whence it comes nor
where it goes,
And yet I feel it ever rolling there,
'Though flowers of friendship
bloom along its banks,
And birds make joyous music
the air.
There is a lonesome river in my
heart,
Flowing along midst sunlit fields
and fair. —V. F.
D U
When?
Song of the Gipsy Sweetheart
When you can bring the sunset
glow
For my wedding-dress of gold,
And the spangled velvet evening
sky
For a cloak about me fold,
When you can tear the Milky
Way
Down from its place near Mars,
And bring it for my bridal veil,
Caught here and there with stars,
When you can make the sparkle
Of the sun upon the sea
Into a pendant, heavy
On a moonbeam thread, for me,
When you can let the light of
dawn
Shine in your eyes,—and true,
Then, most Ardent One,








The river—going on and on,
No power can stop it.
Like you—taking my heart
away—
But oh, do not drop it,
For it would break—too true,
And ever after be a pain,
With such an ache—for you.
F. R.
DOGGIES'"LAMENT
(With all due regard for the author of
the famous lyric from "Maud.")
Dogs on the high hill campus
When darkness was paling,
"Phi, Phi, Phi, Phi"
They were howling and wail-
ing.
AVhere^vas Phi? 'Neath the moss,
WitljiVool green boughs above
Vrf merry hunts
, fotir-legged chums that
civeJhim.
n thd wood are yelping,
'ed, running and veering;
e cheering."
cai>'t beuhey're playing with-
)ut| y<lu!
ffo
faI ' ^u who
Dogs OT^the high hill campus
Are hmttkig^ and—scouting his
track.
"Where are you, Phi, you old
scoundrel ?—





My Love is a lamp-shade
A purple-spotted lamp-shade
With fringe around its neck,
A golden fringe with beaded drops
One on either side. Her ears
(I suppose she has 'em)
Are like the handles of two
Tiny : Chinese : cups
Round, and curved, and smooth.
And that to which they are at-
tached
(Her head, I mean)
Is just as empty and as soiled
within
As one of those same
Tiny : Chinese : cups "
When the shirt-washer who owns
cay
Intangible, falling away;
These have not time,
Rhythm not rime,
Brilliant hues mingled with gray.
Dreams may be prophets and
seers,
Parents of laughter and tears,
One single song
Carried along—



















Has drained it to the dregs.
O. L.
"Let well enough alone."
I've heard men speak that way
About zvork to be done;
But that I would not say,
For though I never rest
Until I do "my stuff",





The pessimists have it that their
creed
Is based on Life—whose master is
foul Death;
For as Life grows it decays—like
a stricken tree.
New shoots and leaves of "know-
ledge" and "experience"
Are but the symbols of departing
Youth—
The only part of Life that's worth
the living;
Until at last Life has become a
drab trunk
With sapless core and barren,
naked limbs
Waiting Death, the torch, to light
it to oblivion.
To me : if only Life ran backward
Like the hands of a clownish
clock
And Death deprived us of our
Youth—
The only part of Life that's worth
the living;
Their philosophy would have
more reason.
Aussi.
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WHICH GOT WHAT
At last my opportunity has
came and i get a chanct to do a
little talking on my own hook
this here issue. Many times as i
red this paper i longed to relate
some of my personal stories.
When the ed. said yes to my in-
quest, i speaks up an' sez reckon
i'll have to rite about Xmas an'
his affirmative jars me dizzy for
all i can recomember about Xmas
is the tale of Willie Brown who
was burned in the west by a can-
non cracker last year, but no
thinks i, that wont do and i thinks
about these goodsless costumes i
saw last halloween but they did-
n't fit either. After getting my
head in a whirl by several min-
utes hard thinking a bright idea
glows in my unfurnished upper,
to let, and i decides to tell you
about Jim Howe.
Now you know, you don't well
i'm telling you aint i, he was one
of these city slickers what come
out to board at our house during
punkin husking time to get local
off the white-washed fences and
incensed when they pet a pole
kitty my mistake. Well he thought
that all the girls wouldst be crazy
about him, of course you under-
stand as how he had a steady in
the city, so after he took her
around a bit, meaning the inno-
cent village bell, he decides to
send all of his two admiresses
Xmas presents.
So he gets a cut glass sparkler
for the co-edna and a swell pair
of big red ear anchors for the R.
F.D. As he was rapping the par-
cels the farmer yells at him to
come help the pigs have got out
again and when he came back
from the bacon batting he rites
the names on them that is of
course on the parcels no i didn't
say marcels and sends them into
town by the hired man. You see
the point well i can't help it i'm
a clear riter aint i an don't need
WISH
I wish I was a cannibal,
A wooly little cannibal,
A dirty little cannibal with not a
thing to do,
A-living in the ocean,
In the great big rolling ocean,
On an island in the ocean,
Beneath a sky of blue.
On grapefruit and bananas,
Great lucious ripe bananas,
I'd dine each day, and make niy
bed beneath the tropic moon.
And with the breezes sighing,
The soft warm breezes sighing,
Those South Sea breezes sighing,
I'd slumber very soon.
got the names
wo letters
There'd be no boresome fashions,
No most annoying fashions,
To worry me except perhaps in
winter and in fall,
-r~- /-s^~ F°r in the sleepy summer,
college "^veetie The gentle drowsy summer,
loves anqther The sweet, caressing summer,
I'd wear no clothes at all.
k n o w I / a t
No she
but sennit back to him and
thei rube^8Jbe-4t-a-4J»e^n er
:hfem b^t one before Xdias ar
p\r tG£>.-^"" " r̂ "-C R.
H . «ti£
There was a young fellow named
Pat,
Who stopped near his mule for a
chat;
When he woke up in bed
The next day he said
"I sure got a kick out of that!"
D U
Dick—"Bill and I were out on
the lake yesterday with a brand
new box of cigars. We wanted
to smoke, but we didn't have a
match. What do you think we
did?"
Smith—"You waited till you
got home."
Dick—"Not on your life. We
opened the box, took out a cigar,





Boss—"When I hired you, you
told me you were a college grad-
uate."
Clerk—"And what makes you
think I am not?"
Boss—"I just overheard you
tell Brown, here, that I knew





t lay on the old' parkv^
And as for doing lessons,
Old hard perplexing lessons,
No missionary'd wheedle me no
how they teased.
V. F.
'd just be dumb and lazy,
Oh, so content and lazy,
As doggoned fat and lazy
And stupid as I pleased!
D U
His sock hung by his bed;
He was trying to keep
From falling asleep,—
To hear what Santa said.
But he slept all night. When
morning came
He quick threw back the sheet;
He reached for his sock
And found with a shock
His socks were ful l of feet!
It was his first trip across. He
leaned towards her, under the
white moon, while they stood at
the stern gazing at the rippling
wake.
"Darling," he whispered, "won't
you marry me?"
"This makes the seventh time,
Harold, and I'm telling you posi-
tively, 'No.' You'd better give
up."'
Then the boat gave another
lurch, and he did.
D U
D U
"Why are all the misers one
reads about, old bachelors?"
"Because married misers are so
common they sren't worth men-
tioning"."
D U
"I've got a cold in my head."
"Never mind even if it's a cold,
it's something."
She—"Poor girl! She's so awfully
delicate."
Her—"Yes, but she threw down the
heaviest man on the team."
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MISTLETOE—AND THE BABE IN THE
MANGER
Christmas is a funny affair. What a mess we
make of it! Tinsel and prayers, gifts and carols, a
benevolent clown, Santa Claus, and the Wise Men,
jingles and the wonderful poetry of the Bible,
mistletoe—and the Babe in the Manger. Oh yes,
the Babe in the Manger. We almost forgot him.
He was so small, lying there on the straw, and just
about covered up under the pile of tissue paper and
colored string. But he doesn't mind—he's used to
being forgotten, by now. Put him back behind the
tree, and let's light the candles. There, now! Pretty,
aren't they? Wonder who first thought up the
idea of putting candles on a Christmas tree, and in
the windows? Awfully clever, don't you know.
They mean something or other; supposed to repre-
sent a star some shepherds saw about—oh,
a long time ago, maybe two thousand years, almost.
The night the Little Baby was born, out in a barn
somewhere. Those foreigners have such low stand-
ards of living.
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The tree's a whiz, don't you think? Lots of
presents on it. From Fred, and John, and Mary,
and Dad and Mother, and the Smiths; you know,
folks that care for us. The Baby had something
to do with that, too. When he grew up he said that
we ought to care for more folks than we do; not
just for our own family, and the Smiths, and maybe
the Joneses, but for those snobbish Steinbocks
down the street, and the messy Morinis across the
alley, and the Chinese and Hindus and all those
queer people a long way off. Fancy that! Oh, yes,
grandfather came over in the steerage, but—well,
we're different, now.
It made everybody mad when he said that, too.
So they killed him—crucified him on a big wooden
cross. The tree—it might be, now, that's what
the Christmas tree is for ; it's to represent the cross
they killed him on. You'd never think it, would
you; all sparkly with mica snow, and fixed up with
candy and stuff, and tinsel all over it.
Strange, isn't it, how that little Babe behind
the tree has something to do with everything about
Christmas; the candles, and presents, and tree, but
—it's his birthday, you see. And he was like that
all the time. They couldn't neglect him, and when
they couldn't make him shut up about their ruining
their health, and stealing, and forgetting God, and
not being sincere, and lying, why, they killed him.
People so hate to tell the truth. It didn't do much
good, though. Ever since then, folks that haven't
done what he said to do have been despised by
everybody, and nations that forget him disappear.
Maybe what he said was true.
But as long as it's His birthday, let's bring Him
out from behind the tree.
The Denisonian is to be congratulated; no longer
is it an amateur paper; more and more it is exhibit-
ing the highest types of professional inaccuracies.
But—who started the rumor that it is published on
Monday ?
D U
There should be a village ordinance passed re-
quiring college men to wear mufflers with these
new-style loud coats.
D U
" 'If I believe what you say, I must admit that I
misjudged him—in some ways,' he said silently."
It must be so, because we read it in the Dispatch,
but—try to say it that way yourself.
Women are all alike. Then why bigamy ?
D U
Sign on Broadway—"Venida, the Guaranteed
Hairnet." The guarantee is, of course, invalid if net
is worn on a scheming date.
D U
Papyrus will be long remembered as the one
prominent Englishman who did not lecture when
he visited this country.
D U
After all, you have to give radio credit. No longer
do little boys' ears stick out so.
The boys stand around in the old
Chapter House,
On a wintry Christmas Eve;
And gladly they sing as their
paddles they swing,
'Tis more blessed to give than
receive!"
D u
Ma: "I just sent Johnny up-
stairs. He has been swearing like
a trooper."
Pa: "Swearing again, eh?"
Pa ran upstairs to punish his
heir. Having fulfilled his task,
he shouted from the top of the
stairs:
"I'll teach that boy of mine to
swear!"
Suddenly tripping on the carp-
et at the top landing, he tripped
and fell the length of the stair-
case. * * *
Ma: "Well, I think that will
be enough for the first lesson!"
How Much for My Elephant?
Old Santa is a bally guy,
That sets the whole town tipsy,
'Til everybody, old and young,
Gets reckless as a gipsy.
We spend and spend, and 'most
believe
The whole world is our brother;
"Must let her know we love her
still,"
That fourteenth cousin's mother.
There's just one way our sober
selves
Still bear a strong resemblance,
However much we vow to keep
Old Yuletide in remembrance;
And then we're sure we're all
akin,
Despite conventional shifts,
When we meet at the counter to
exchange
Each other's Christmas gifts!
"No one understands me."
"Nowonder—-your mother was
a telephone operator and your
father a train announcer."
D U
Father—"That young man of
yours is impossible. He doesn't
like Shaw; he doesn't like Ibsen;




"Understand that Helen had an
accident in her car."
"It didn't amount to much."
"Neither she nor the car hurt?"
"Only a little paint knocked
off."
D U
Officer—-"I see you're still
here."
Mountaineer—"Honest to good-
ness, that ain't no still!"
l
i
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We sing the joys of college days,
Denison, our Denison,
Of pleasure's paths and wisdom's ways,
Denison, our Denison.
We think of summer evenings fair,
Denison, our Denison,
Of sparkling eyes and waving hair,
Denison, our Denison.
And tho' the years their changes bring,
Denison, our Denison,
'Round thee our brightest mem'ries cling,
Denison, our Denison.
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CHRISTMAS EVE
(Continued from page 11)
"My father, suh" said Witchell
quietly, half guessing Tell's train
of thought.
"Oh."
"I—I only wanted you to see
it, suh, because I wanted your
opinion of it. Of course it's not
for sale. Mary Lee'd be very
angry if she knew. She wouldn't
care about my swiping the others.
But I'll have to smuggle this
home someway so she won't sus-
pect."
Tell, still studying the etching
with a quizzical expression, had
not once raised his eyes from the
table. There was a brief pause,
awkward for the boy. Then
Witchell asked timidly:
"Do you like it, suh?"
"No, Whiz," answered the ar-
tist slowly, "I don't like it. I mar-
vel at it, as I always do at the
work of a real artist. I was be-
ginning to think that nobody
knew how to make etchings any
more. I'm glad Mary Lee has
disillusioned me."
Witchell stood dumb with de-
light.
"Is she busy with etchings
now, Whiz?"
"Not right now, suh."
"Well, I'm glad. We need
some studies from life for the next
issue of 'Art'. I wish she'd try
a few poses of little Petrucci, the
lame kid, you know—always play-
ing the fiddle—lives over by the
Parakeet I think. Would you
mind mentioning it to her, in case
I forget to ask her right away?
The midwinter number goes to
press in a few weeks."
"Not at all, suh. Mary Lee'll
be glad to do it I'm suah."
"Thank you, Whiz."
A buzzer sounded in the en-
trance hall.
"Woops! Somebody's coming.
Here," grabbing up the etching,
"smuggle this into your inside
pocket. And say, if you'll let me,
I'll take these for Du Bois. He's
given me a standing order to buy
up hot shot any real miniatures
and tints I can find, at ten or un-
der. He'll be tickled with these.
Or maybe Mary Lee won't sell
so low?"
With a deft move he had
whisked together the very worst
in the collection, from an artist's
standpoint, leaving just enough
to make Whiz's disposal of the
rest of them practically plausible.
And then he waited, pen poised
above an open check book. His
checks were good anywhere in the
Village. (The story ran that Tell
had some Scotch blood. At any
rate he knew how to keep the
muse on speaking terms with the
mint without losing the respect
or affection of either.)







"Thank you, Whiz.—I always
like to finish things up in a rush.
Hate anything hanging over
Christmas, you know."
A light step in the hall almost
before Tell had time to pocket
the tell-tale check book or Witch-
ell to hide the check and slide his
portfolio adroitly under the near-
est sofa. The knocker fell once.
Then Tell swung the door wide.
"Good evening, Miss Ames.
Welcome to our attic! Come to
deprive the old crank of his only
solace again, I suppose?"
Mary Lee Ames laughed mer-
rliy before answering—the same
startling sort of laugh as Witch-
ell's,—and walked into the room.
"No, I'm just broadcasting to
learn his whereabouts. Thought
you'd like to listen in."
She was a slender woman,
simply and genteely dressed, but
in clothes too well worn and of
too fine a quality to have been re-
cently purchased. She was too
thin for her height,—the thiness
that comes from overworking, un-
dersleeping, too much worry, and
barely enough to eat. She im-
pressed you as a woman who was
never intended to look her age;
but in the bright light of the
studio her pallor and the lines un-
der her eyes were too apparent.
You placed her correctly as thir-
ty-four or five. But the damp
hair that curled under her hat was
as brown and shiny as a girl's,
and her eyes as deep and lovely
as Witchell's. Only Mary Lee's
were brown.
"I see now, Maestro Tell, why
you weren't tuned in,—you kid-
naping pretender. - Come along,
scamp. We're late for service al-
ready."
As Witchell passed Tell to pick
up his cap from the sofa he mur-
mured :
"The gray one at Wraith-
waite's."
Tell grinned back slyly. They
had had long, earnest discussions
over what Whiz should give Mary
Lee for Christmas, and when to-
gether they had finally hit upon a
new set of etching tools, neither
of them could agree upon the
style. Tell had favored a small
set in a case of delicate, gray,
tooled leather that he had come
upon in Wraithwaite's. But
Whiz, who liked the unusual,
sounded the praises of another set
he had seen, gorgeously hid in a
tiny pirate's chest. Even Tell's
protest that the tools themselves
were too heavy to be convenient
could not dissuade the boy. And
when, a few weeks later, Tell had
ventured to refer to it again,
Witchell's uneasy evasions and
feigned lack of interest had made
Tell suspect that he had given up
the idea for lack of the necessary
money. So the artist had tact-
fully avoided the subject since.
At the door Mary Lee stopped.
"I might repent and let him
come again,—day after tomorrow,
if you promise not to let him read
any more Corelli, or eat to many
Weinachtskuchen."
"Peace at any price, milady, is
my rule with Whiz."
"Then you're freely forgiven.
Merry Christmas, Mr. Tell."
>N H< >H
At twenty minutes past eleven
Tell was standing in front of
Roget's art shop on thirty-fourth
street. The window was dark ex-
cept for one corner where, under
an invisible light, stood a bril-
liantly illuminated picture. It
was a large oil painting, repre-
senting a wealthy little girl
stopping with her governess, pre-
sumably in some city park, to
give a treasured white fur teddy
bear to a ragged, long-haired
gamin of the tenements. It was
entitled "Charity" and in the opin-
ion of its present skeptical critic,
at least, required a lot of that par-
ticular virtue on the part of the
observer to accept it as a real
work of art.
For one thing there were too
many figures in the foreground,
and they were all too thin and
stiff to be convincing. Then the
background was overloaded with
details and the colors were con-
ventionally dull yet at the same
time strangely discordant. In
short, the whole picture was flat
and somehow piously common-
place in its treatment.
But that it did have interest for
the passing crowds its place of
prominence in the window at this
season certainly testified. That
interest, however, centered chiefly
in- the finely lettered placard that
stood just below it:
(Continued on page 22)
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"THE GLOVER ROAD"
or
"The Trail to Happiness and a Bushy Head"
The Characters
Domino, A valet
Lord Len, Bald at twenty-six
Nick, Getting bald at twenty-five
"The Boys", Inebriated the night




Act One. (and only)
Domino—Me Lord, the bawth
is prepared.
Lord Len—Go to hell Domino.
D.—'Yes me Lord. Anything
else me Lord?
L.L.—Bring me some breakfast.




D.—Does me Lord wish to
feed the young gentlemen, still
sleeping in the billiard room?
L.L.—Yes Domino, give all the
boys sandwiches.
D.—What kind of sandwiches
me Lord?
L.L.—-Preferably ham, Domino.
Yes, give each and every one of
the boys ham sandwiches. Make
no exceptions.
D.—Yes me Lord. (Leaves
room.)
L-L.—(Raising his voice to call
Nick from the adjoining billiard
room whence signs of motion are
wafteing in the forms of groans
from the recumbent late-inebri-
ates.)—Hey fella! What say
Nick? Get up!
Nick—(Trying to put on air of
enjoyment. Sings)
She's my Annie, I'm her Nick
When I kiss her, I get an awful
kick,
Some day we'll marry never to
part
Pretty Annie Rooney is my
sweetheart.
L.L.—I'm taking my bawth,
get up! (Climbs out of bed and
enters room to right which from
sounds thereupon ensuing proves
to be the bathroom.)
(Nick enters andlviews himself
in the mirror.) l\d Lo/W
another hair Leq»ar<
the devil shall Jf do
hands in agony/at
of his few, gr
beloved locks.)
out last night. I'll let Domino
take a look at my head when he
comes in.
(Domino enters with tray of
sandwiches.)
D.—Here are the sandwiches
me Lord.
L.L.—What kind of sand-
wiches Domino?
D.—Ham sandwiches me Lord.
L.L.—Well Domino give every
one of the boys ham-sandwiches.
Make absolutely no exception,
treat them all the same.
D.—Yes me Lord. (Starts to
move off. Sees Nick and stops.)
Good morning Mr. Nick.
N.—Morning Domino.
D.—Did you- sleep well last
night Mr. Nick?
N.—Well I didn't sleep bad.
D.—\Vere you warm Mr. Nick?
N.—Well I wasn't cold.
D.—Does vour head feel bad
Mr. Nick?
N.—Well it don't feel good.
D.—You aren't very cheerful
this morning, Mr. Nick.
N.—Well I'm not glad. I was
tho until I looked in the mirror.
^ lost another hair Domino.
(Bewailing the fact.),
D.—Lost another hair, Mr.
Nick?
N.—WTell, I haven't found one.
D.—I was reading the paper
this morning and in an ad I saw
Line's Busy
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She—"Oh, my sucker's broke!"
He—"Sh-sh! You don't need to tell everybody about it, even if I am."
something about a preparation
that might help you, so I bought
some. (Puts down tray and goes
to cabinet and takes down a bottle.
Recites with gestures.) "The
Glover Road is the trail to happi-
ness and a bushy head. Dandruff
dances daintily off your hitherto
hardly hairy dome, and new nice,
nifty, silky, soft, satiny hair im-
mediately is ingrown, in place of
the thin thatch formerly found
covering the bald baren pate . ."
N.—Cease Domino. Ed. Pin-
aud has always served me with
his best hair tonic. I can not de-
sert him.
D.—But Mr. Nick, it says on
the bottle, "Dandruff dances
daintily . . ."
N.—Stop, that's enough. Cease
desist, quit, I'll hear no more.
Leonard—(Entering from bath-
room.) What's this, arguing about
tonic? Let me tell you, Herpi-
cide does the work. "Going, Go-
ing, Gone, —if you don't use it."
Look at me, a shining example.
Mine started to go, I used noth-
ing; it continued to go, I still
used nothin; it was gone, then I
used Herpicide. And what hap-
pened? What do you think hap-
pened?
N.—Nothing as far as I can
see.
L.L.—But why? That is the
question. Simple answer to it.
Too late, too late. Therefore use
Herpicide 'now!
D.—But me Lord the Herpi-
cide is gone and we have none of
Ed. Pinauds best. (Sets bottle of
Glovers down on tray next to
bottle of catsup.)
N.—And I have a date with
Annie Rooney at ten o'clock.
What shall I do. (Wrings hands.)
L-L.—You must use the Glov-
er's, tho of course Herpi—
D.—Remember Mr. Nick it says
"Dandruff dances daintily—
N.—Stop Domino. I'll use it
under protest. Remember under
protest. Absolutely Ed. Pinaud's
is the best, but I'll use this Glov-
er's under protest. How will it
make my hair look Domino?
D.—Pretty fuzzy Mr. Nick.
(Picks up bottle of catsup by mis-
take and hands it to Nick who
shuts his eyes to cut off the view
of using the traiterous Glover
treatment.)
L.L.—Serve all the boys ham-
F L A M I N G O
sandwiches Domino. Make no
exceptions, serve them each and
everyone.
(Domino leaves room.)
N.—(With eyes closed he lifts
the bottle and tips it above his
head as if expecting to see any-
thing, when once he opens his
eyes. Pours and then once more
opens his eyes.) Well I'll be
damned. RED HAIR! Hurrah!
Annie loves the red-haired Irish.
D.— (In the other room.) Me
Lord serves ham-sandwiches for
all the boys!




The tragedy of the modern home
Oh, hearken, my friends, to my
tale ! Give ear!
'Tis a sad strange story you're
going to hear,
And if, when I've finished, your
eyes are wet,
And your throat is lumpy—why
don't forget
This tale has a moral. I hope that
it may
Be fixed in your mind to your
dying day!
Our story begins on a Christmas
Eve,
And our hero is nineteen-year-
old Steve.




He locked his windows and crawl-
ed into bed,
Hanging his socks just over his
head—•
His first long breath made him
dizzy and sick
And he fell into a stupor.
'Twas dawn, and quick
CHRISTMAS EVE
(Continued from page 19)
"Charity," painted by Hubert Dail-
lard, and now in the possession of Mr.
Hilton Lewes, has been donated by its
owner to the Metropoliton Museum of
Art. At the time of its purchase the
artist was a pneumonia patient in the
free ward at Bellevue as a result of
overwork and exposure. Thanks to
Mr. Lewes' discovery he is now recog-
nized as one of America's leading
younger artists.
"Should have put him in the in-
sane ward instead," growled Tell.
"Another slight mistake in diag-
nosis !"
He stood awhile longer staring
at the picture, a smile of utter
contempt on his face.
"Putty—absolute putty ! Noth-
ing but a pot-boiler and under-
done at that. Bah ! Real art will
never get anywhere until these
driveling sentimentalists die off,—
or see to it that their proteges are
put in the right ward and kept
there."
And the bells of St. Andrews
chimed twelve.
H. B. T.
Out from his socks he drew
watch and chain,
A lollypop and a chu-chu-train.
He chortled with glee at the
things he found,
Then his face grew stern. The
young man frowned
At the problem that puzzled him
every year,—•
"How could Santa Claus get in
here?
I locked the windows—the doors
below.
How—Oh, it's no use! But, I
don't see
How all the kids have found out
but me."
He skipped downstairs with candy
and toys
To the happy group of girls and
boys
Gathered outside of the parlor
door.
Then suddenly Santa's hearty
roar,
And ten jolly children rushed in-
side.
Steve's great dark eyes had open-
ed wide
As they always did at the curious
sight




Was the oldest child, and he did-
n't believe
That there really was a Santa
Claus,
But he just couldn't guess who
Santa was.
The others had found out long
ago
The name of the fellow who said,
"You know
I come from the land where snow-
balls grow!
Hello there, Steve! Say, here's
a new cap!"
And Steve climbed up in his
mother's lap,
His quivering lips puckered into
a pout
As he sobbed, "I—just-can't- fig-
ure-it-out !"
Great tears rolled down the young
man's cheeks,
Leaving behind them clean, white
streaks.
The children snickered to see poor
Steve—
His mustache drip—his should-
ers heave.
And meanwhile Santa was at the
tree,
Shaking the tinseled bows to see
If all the Christmas gifts were
found.
They weren't! And Stevie's sobs
were drowned
"You look sweet enough to eat!"
"I do eat. Where do we go?"
Slip-horn—"What do we play next?"
Trombone—" 'Old Varsity.'"
Slip-horn—"Gosh! I just played
that."
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He—"Poverty is no disgrace."
She—"No, but that's all that can be
said for it."
Beauty—"Have you read 'To a Field-
mouse?' "
The Beast—"How do you get them
to listen?"
When CRASH! The new Vic-
trola fell
From an upper branch to his
head. "OH, —H—LL!
Wifey, Tell me where I am !




Steve jumped up with a joyful
cry,
With a swipe of his sleeve his
eyes were dry,
His face was bright and his smile
was glad
And he shouted, "Now I know!
It's DAD!!"





A laborer sued his employer for
injuries occured in the perform-
ance of his duties. The employer
objected, saying that the man
was a ditch digger and had been
injured through his own clumsi-
ness. The location of the injury
was his head.
"You hit yourself in the head
with your pick?" inquired the
judge.
"Yes, sir," replied the laborer.
"Then how do you consider
your employer responsible?"
"The whistle blew when I had
the pick raised above my head."
D U
"Mother, must I wash my
face?"
"Why certainly."
"Aw, why can't I just powder




.. ING IN UNIQUE MANNER
Kukuklok, Alaska, Dec. 18th—
(Associated Press wire) The
presence of mind of two young
men, Mr. A. Fule, and Mr. U.
Nuther, saved them from freez-
ing to death in a blizzard here re-
cently.
While still some distance from
this city, they were becoming
stiff and numb with cold,—and
death was imminent, when one of
them, a college graduate, hit up-
on an idea.
Ripping a plank from the sled,
he instructed his companion to
bend over, and applied the board
vigorously. Soon his friend be-
gan to feel warm, and the circula-
tion was restored.
Alternating with each other in
application and reception, they
went on through the storm to the
city. The young men, in spite
of the intense cold,were sweat-
ing freely when interviewed by
the Associated Press reporter.
When the reporter, a little in
doubt as to the identity of the
two men, turned to Mr. Nuther
and inquired: "You're Adam
Fule?" the quick reply was,—
"Ura Nuther!"
Mr. Fule said, "I owe my life
to my college training."
The reporter left them smoking
their pipes. The board, leaning




He—-"I would die for you."
She—"Go ahead."
BONES
(Both fresh and dry.)
1. Looking in the gas tank with
a match.
2. Eating welsh rarebits.
3. Onion sandwich before a date.
4. Asking a member of the girls'
Student Council for a scheming
date.
5 Getting it.
6. Renting a dress suit by tele-
phone.
7. Lending money to the broth-
ers.
8. Going to chapel when there
are no tickets.
9. Studying psych.
10. Signing up for gym.
11. Not signing up for gym.
12. Living next to a fraternity
house.
13. Petting some co-eds.
14. Not petting other co-eds.
D U
The Shap, God Bless 'er
Here's to the chaperones!
May they learn from Cupid
Just eijough blindness
To be sweetly stupid.
D U
"He's like a kerosene lamp."
"Yeh?"
"Not very bright, often turned
down, usually smokes, and goes
out frequently at nights—to say
nothing of getting lit up."
D U
/ love the merry Yule-tide,
When everybody's gay,
A-buying Christmas presents,
And sending them away.
I like to be remembered,
Of course—you get my drift—
But I wish they wouldn't all hit on
The same "original gift"!
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Oh, Shoot!
"Understand the girls are tak-
ing up International Law."
"Huh?"
"Yeh. Rifle practice."
- D u -
"The flowers that bloom in the
spring — "
What they mean, I cannot guess.
The only posies in our spring
Are bugs and water-cress.
- D U -
Woman at the Door — "You say
you're an educated man?"
Weary Willie — "Yes,, mum. I'm
a roads scholar."
- D u -
BUT
A lad a-fishin'
In the brook ;
The day is spent,
And so is he.
The bait is gone,
Ditto, the hook.
Life ain't what it's








Life ain't what it's




Son is free !
But
Such rules and bills
He never saw ;
Life ain't what it's







Can NOT get by.
Life ain't what it's









Life ain't what it's
Cracked up to be.
Truthik: "How did the whale that
swallowed Jonah obey the divine law?"
Anthin: "How?"
Truthik: "Jonah was a stranger and
he took him in."
How proud he is!
Commencement day!
The world subdued




Life ain't what it's






With all this livin',
'Tween you'an' me,
Life ain't what it's
Cracked up to be.
D u
E. J. H.
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/. Gustavius Roscoe Puck
Thinks this a very hard world to
buck;
Just south of town,
He was run down,
As he picked up a horseshoe for
luck.
D U
to"She has everything she needs
make her happy."
"Silly! It's the things she doesn't
need that a woman has to have to make
her happy."
Maybe
A frosh in English was reading.
"Upon the horizon," he stam-
mered, "appeared a beautiful—er-
ah—."





I've got a Latin pony,
And,—listen to me, my brother!—
It has cut my work in half,
So I'm going to get another.
D U
Judge-—"I understand you and
your wife had some words."
Prisoner—"I had some, but I
didn't get to use them."
D U
A typist, I, and I like my boss,
But I've got just this to say;
The conceited thing insists that
zvords
Should be spelled only his way.
D U
"The boss offered me an t inter-
est in the business today."
"The dickens he did!"
"Yes, and he said if I didn't
take it pretty soon, he'd fire me."
D U
French Without a Struggle
Love makes full many a man do
brave
And noble things, tres utile.
When I'm in love, alas, it seems
Only to make me futile.
Aussi.
D U
No Place for a Union Man
Sam and Rastus had been the
closest of friends on earth, but
when they died, they went to op-
posite places. So one day, Sam
called up Rastus and asked him
how he liked it down there.
"Like it fine !" said Rastus ; "All
Ah has to do is wear a red suit
with horns on it, shobel a little
coal for about an hour with de
rest of de gang, and 'den jest set
aroun'. Oh, it's an easy Hie'
Whut has you-all got ter do?" ^
"We's jest worked ter death,
replied Sam; "Get up at fo' in de
mawnin' an' bring in de stahs, an^
den one gang hauls de sun aroun
all day whiles de rest ob us exer-
cises de clouds, an' when night
comes we got ter hang out all «e-
stahs again an' den we spends de
night ridin' herd on de cornets.
We don' get no rest at all.'
"How come youall wuhk so
hahd? Ah tho't youall must nab
it pretty easy." ,
"Well," said Sam, "ter tell yun
de truth, Rastus, we's awful short




"Kayser" Gloves, Hosiery, Underthings
Eaton, Crane and Pike Stationery
Waterman's Fountain Pens
Eversharp Pencils and Wahl Pens
Arrow Shirts and Collars
Victrolas
They're here—New Victor Records
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THE MERRIEST TIME OF ALL THE YEAR IS "CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY TIME"— WEAR







The Home Building Association Co.
Newark, Ohio
T H E F L A M I N G O
GASOLINE, GOODRICH TIRES, VEEDOL, MOBIL,
FREEDOM AND SUPREME AND QUAKER STATE OIL
FOR YOUR FRANKLIN CAR
" S e r v i c e " I s O u r M o t t o
Corner of Broadway and Cherry




Mortuary 129 E. Broadway
Phone 8126 Granville, Ohio
SAY IT WITH FLOWERS
"I know tomorrow is your birthday, dear," wrote
the young man, "and I shall send you some roses,
one for every year of your sweet life."
When the florist saw the order for the flowers he
said, "Mr. Smiley is a good customer of ours. Just
put in an extra half dozen of those roses."
—Brown Bull.
D U
Question—What color is best for a bride?
Answer—Matter of taste. Better get a white one.
—Voo Doo.
D U
On a Cook's Tour we went to Hamburg, Bologne,
Sardinia, Chile, Sandwich Islands, Bermuda and
Swiss Mountains and by the time we reached Russia
we were extremely hungry, Soviet.
—-Dirge.
D u
To tell whether or not a man is married, notice
whether he carries a baby like a lighted lamp or an
overcoat. —Chaparral.
D U
Prof—"How many kinds of poetry are there?"
His Victim—"Three."
Prof—"Name them."
H, V.—"Lyric, dramatic, and epidemic."
—Bison.
D U
Kidney: "Let's eat here."
Stew: "No, let's eat up the street."
















We suggest a Brunswick for Xmas
Have you heard this month's Records?
Fairall's Music Store
West Main at Fourth
Newark Ohio
T H E F L A M I N G O
ENROLL IN:
W. Main St.
New Classes Every Monday Morning.
Good Positions for Graduates.
Phone 1092
GEORGE E. ALVOID, President
Newark, Ohio
Arcade Shoe Shining Parlor
AND HAT CLEANING ESTABLISHMENT
for Ladies and Gentlemen
17 Arcade Newark, Ohio
GRAFTER & BRASHEAR
5 So. Park Place Newark, Ohio
Kincaid Kimball Clothes
Portis Hats & Caps




'WHERE THE BEST IS SOLD'
Church St. Hat Shop
15 W. Church St.
ALL WINTER HATS AT A GREAT
REDUCTION
$2.98 and $5.00
Mid-season Hats of Changeable Taffetta and Satin
in all the new shades
NEWARK, OHIO
INA G. BEARD PHONE 3885
She: Are most football players fraternity men?
He: Yes, they are nearly all Phi Taus.
—Witt.
D U
Freshman—What is love's labor lost?
Senior—A bunch of soaks pulling off a serenaxde







Suggestion for popular song: She may be my
Venus de Milo, but she's anything but 'armless.
—Tiger.


































Home-made Pies a Specialty
A Good Place to Eat
Phone 81 I I
JAMES S. MITRES
GEO. STUART




30 T H E F L A M I N G O T H E F L A M I N G O 31
THE A B C OF XMAS GIFTS
PAGE & SHAW AND WHITMAN'S CANDIES
Appropriate, Beneficial, Correct
Phone 8216 SODA GRILLE
Bert—How much do you weigh?
Betty—120.
Bert—With or without your complexion?
—Octopus.
NEW-WAY SHOE REPAIR SHOP
Modern Prices and Quick Service
ERNEST HARSCH
115 North Prospect St.
Fluffy Knitted Wear




"Youth will be served," said the cannibals as they
speared the young missionary."
—Ranger.
D u
Athletic—I have a chance for the track team.
Pathetic—Are they going to raffle it off?
—Lemon Punch.
p u —
"And do you know, he tried to hold my hand the
first time I met him."
"Well . . ."
"No, only fair." —Siren.
D U




Next to Ullman's Drug Store
Enoch's Orchestra Furnishes the
Best Music for All Occasions.
Articles
suitable for Christmas Presents can
be found at
25 South Park Place Newark, Ohio
Everything of Best Quality, at Right
Price
Party Favors, Invitations a Specialty









"FOR THOSE WHO CARE"




from -clean Tuberculin Tested Jersey Cows.
CALL US




R. E. THOMAS E. F. REECE
Granville Service Garage
Carl Wyant, Prop.
AGENTS FOR BUICK CAR
Kelly-Springfield, Miller, Fisk, Goodrich
and Lee Puncture Proof Tires and Tubes.
Philadelphia Diamond Grid Batteries.
Phone 8158 Res. 8545
For Quality and Service
CHAS. M. MEARS
The Grocery with Correct Prices
Phone 8137 Granville, O.






Busses and Limousine Cars for Special
Trips.
S. CUULISON
Phones: 8126, 8283, 8256.
Rufus F. Johnson
Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
South Side Broadway
Dry Cleaning Done at
CALLENDERS
PHONE 8141
Work Called for and Delivered at the Sem
General Repairing U. S. & Oldfield Tires & Tubes
AUTHORIZED FORD SERVICE STATION
Auto Storage Battery Service
Gasoline Oils
Carbon Burning




TRY SOME AND SEE
DOESN'T GO FAR ENOUGH
Headline: "Scientist Says 90 Per Cent of Girls
Who Marry Are Working Girls."
That is true enough, as far as it goes. But he
neglected to say that a hundred per cent of the girls
who marry are working men.
—Lemon Punch.
jj y
He—"I wish we had never met. Before we were
married I had a nice balance in the bank, and
She—"But, darling, don't you understand that
love makes the world go around?"
He—"Yes, but I didn't think it would go so fast
as to make me lost my balance."
—Witt.
DON'T BUY
Lumber, Asbestos Shingles, Cement, Lime, Plaster
or any other building materials
UNTIL
you get our prices.
THE R. B. WHITE LBR. CO
GRANVILLE








Christmas Spirit and Flowers
The presence of Flowers will greatly aid in bringing about a great realization
of the true spirit of Christmas.
That Flowers may be a dominant factor in making her Christmas a happy one
We suggest:
A Boquet, Basket or Corsage
of
Roses, Violets, Sweetpeas or Carnations
In Potted Plants
Poinsettias, Cyclomen, Begonias, Primroses or Christmas
Cherries
Dainty Favors for Parties — Miniature Baskets of Flowers
Granville fL ANKFI F FI OR A I Co Newar*Phone 8218 L ne /-MNJ\JL,L,H, F L,WIX^VL, ^O. phone 1840
Flowers sent anywhere by wire.
Naught Can Compare
With Gifts To Wear!
MAKE GIFT SHOPPING A
PLEASANT OCCASION
Surely you will find just the appropriate and desired
gifts for your friends among the
list below
Overcoats, Suits, Raincoats, House Coats
Bath Robes, Lounging Robes, Sport
Coats, Sweaters, Knitted Vests
Manhattan and Eagle Shirts
Handsome Neckwear, Mufflers, Gloves
Hosiery, Hickok Belts, Buckles and
Beltograms, Leather Bill Books
Tuxedo and Full Dress Suits with Correct
Accessories.
RoeEmerson
Cor. Third and Main Newark
